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The Bird Girl 


“THE firstwoman in America pe sr aia | Special Offer of 
to receive an official li- = /\ Original Drawings 


Pictures used in Judge. Only 
one of a kind and by well-known 
artists. Can be had from one 
dollar upwards as long as they 
last. Write us about them. 


cense to fly. This beautiful 
picture in colors of the first 
Bird Girl, Miss Harriet Quimby, 
dramatic editor of LESLIE’S 
WEEKLY. 11x14 inches, on 
coated paper. Reproduced from 
JUDGE, August 26, 1911. 


Will be sent to any address, to- 


HAT more appropriate for those 
going away to school or college 
to decorate the walls of their rooms than 
cheery, pretty pictures, in sepia tones and 
hand colored, ranging in price from 
25c to $2.00. 
Catalogue, giving full descriptions, mailed 
upon receipt of ten cents. 


Leslie-Judge Company, 225 Fifth Ave., New York City 


gether with our fully illustrated 





catalogue of prints in photo- 





THE LATEST. 


| THE BIRD GIRL. 





gravure, for 25c. 








Fair Play for Golden Alaska! 


LESLIE’S WEEKLY sent a man to Alaska with Secretary of the Interior Walter L. Fisher that 
he might obtain a comprehensive idea of conditions there and write a series of articles which 
would give Alaska the square deal it deserves. It is a golden territory w ith magnificent 
riches waiting to be developed in the interest of the nation’s prosperity in which all can share. 


LESLIE’S WEEKLY sent a man with President Taft on his great 13,000-mile swing around the 
circle that the country might gain an intimate knowledge of this history-making trip and see 
the best pictures of the incidents which will mark it. 


LESLIE’S WEEKLY sent its dramatic editor, Miss Harriet Quimby, to learn to operate an 
aeroplane and actually fly, that she might tell its readers her experiences and discuss the 
progress of aviation from a more intimate standpoint than those who watch others fly. 


LESLIE’S WEEKLY made exclusive arrangements with Reginald Wright Kauffman, the 
author of “‘The House of Bondage,” for his wonderful series of stories on “The Girl That 
Goes Wrong.” These stories have attracted the attention and commendation of Judge 
Ben Lindsey, of Denver, Judge O'Neill, of Baltimore, settlement workers and the anti-vice 
crusaders throughout the country. They are startling in the warning they convey to the 
innocent victims of the white slavers. Working men and women especially should read them. 


These are some of the reasons why LESLIE’S WEEKLY is the best picture paper in the coun- 
try. There are many others which reveal themselves at the most casual glance. Hundreds 
of thousands of readers, ev ery one of them a friend, enthusiastically testify to this. You need 


LESLIE’S WEEKLY on your library table. The old folks read it and the children find 


it a source of delight and instruction. 


Leslie’s Illustrated rey 225 Fifth Ave., New York City 


At all news-stands, 10c. If your newsd. ca t supply you send 10c to the New York Office. 





















































































Vol. LXI. JUDGE No. 1562 


‘opyright, 1911, by Leslie-Judge Company. Put 

lishers. Entered at the Post-office at New York as 
Second-class Mail Matter. Cable Address Judg 
ark.” Telephone. 6632 Madison Square Pub 


shed weekly by Leslie-Judge Company. Bruns 
wick Building 225 Fifth Ave.. New York 
John A. Sleicher, Pres’t. Reuben P. Sleicher. Sec’ 
A. E. Rollauer. Ass't Treas 


< 








CONTENTS: 


Cover Design James Montgomery Flag 
Judge's Political Billboard 
Editorials : 


Senator Bailey's Logu 

Good-by to House cf Lords 

** Minding His Business’ 

Beware the Dark Horse 

Caustic Comment 
answers to Correspondents Carolyn Wells 
Modern Ways William J Burtscher 


The Modern Skirt H B Alexander 
The Egging of Harold Ethe/ Chapman Haring 
Matrimonial Notes - Charles C. Fones 


The Lure of Lucre Emi Flohrt 

A Magazine Opportunity Ellis O. Fones 

The Lion and the Lamb Horace Dodd Gastit 

A Well-known Fact William J Lampton 
Etc. Etc. Etc 





SUBSCRIPTION RATES. 


One year. or 52 numbers : . $5.00 
Six months, or 26 numbers - - 2.50 
Thirteen weeks - - - - 1.25 


Subscriptions payable in advance by draft on 
New York, or by express or postal order. 

Postage free in the United States, its dependen- 
cies, and Mexico. To Canadian Proviaces add 50 
cents a year for postage; to all foreign countries 
add $1.00 a year. 

EvroPpEAN AGENTS — /nternational News Com- 
pany, Bream’s Building, Chancery Lane, E. C., 
London, Brentano's, Avenue de l’Opera, Faris; 
Saarbach's News Exchange, 16 John Street, Adelphi. 
London: 56 Ruede la Victoire, Paris; 1 Clara 
Strasse, Mainz, Ger many. 

Subscriptions and advertising forall the publi- 
tations of Leslie-Judce Company will be taken at 
tegular rates at any of the above offices. 

Contributors must include a stamped and self- 
addressei envelope with all manuscripts, otherwise 
return of the latter when found unavailable cannot 
be guaranteed. We receive such material, submit- 
ted for publication, only on condition that we shall 
not be held responsible for its loss or injury while 
in our hands or in transit 

If JupGe cannot be found at any news-stand, the 
publishers will be under obligations if that fact be 
Promptly reported on postal card or by letter. 

BACK NUMBERS: Present year, 10 cents per | 
copy ; 1910, 20 cents ; 1909, 30 cents, etc 
: e contents of JUDGE are protected by copyright 
in both the United States and Great Britain 


WESTERN ADVERTISING OFFICE: 
Marquette Building, Chicage. Tl) 


In answering 












DO NOT hesitate to award Karo the 
preference above any other table syrup 


used in my household. 


Asan accompaniment to waffles and griddle- 
cakes it deserves all that can be said in praise 
of it. It is as clear and as’sweet as honey and 
richer in consistency without the cloying 
quality that makes honey distasteful to some, 
and unwholesome if eaten freely. » 


I have also used Karo in the preparation of 
puddings and gingerbread, with satisfactory 
results. The candies made from it are pure 


and delicious. 


M orner. 


Karo is known and liked by more people 
than any other syrup in the world. 
70,000,000 cans consumed in 1910. Your 

has Karo—two kinds— 

Karo (Extra Quality) red label—clear as 
strained honey—very delicate flavor. 

Karo (Golden Brown) blue label—full rich 
flavor. 

Send for the Karo Cook Book—-50 pages, 
including 30 perfect recipes for home 
candy making. /t's free—just send your 


name on a post card today to 
Corn Products Refining Co. 
Dept. U. New York P. 0. Box 161 
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“WON'T SOMEONE PLEASE 
STEAL THIS?”’ 
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BROKEN PROMISES. 











BILLBOARD. 
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(From New Yort World ) 
“HAS TAFT COMMITTED SUICIDE?” 
IT DOESN’T LOOK IT 











BOYS. 


A NEW VIEW. 








HE president of the Mormon Church indignantly denies 
that the Mormons are still practicing polygamy, and we 
guess he is perfectly right. It would be a sheer waste of 
The Mormons must be so perfect at it by this time 
practice it any more than Mr. 
les 


time. 
that they don’t need to 
Paderewski needs to practice ‘‘Yankee Doodle, 
or any other of the simple songs of the people, to get them 
over at a public recital. 
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ES, Bildad, although a gathering of birds is ordinarily 
referred to as a flock, we presume it would be all right 
for you to allude to a gathering of crows as a caw-cus; but 
if you don’t mind we’d rather have you say it to us over 
the telephone. We are suffering just at present from an 
acute attack of the gout in our right foot, and your reward if 
you were to say it to us in person might cause us some 
suffering. 


“a AD — 


YOU BEAT IT?” 
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Senator Bailey's Logic. 


AST spring, when other Democratic 
Senators voted to sustain the judi- 


y cial recall pro- 
| 
(CM ( 
~h we 
ny 
I ek } 


of his State. 
cratic leaders, on their bended knees, so 
to speak, induced him to reconsider his 
action. Recently Senator Bailey voted 
for the Arizona constitution, recall in- 
cluded, excusing his change of front by 
averring that there were so many bad 
provisions in the document that not 
much good could be accomplished by tak- 
ing out one. It seems that the logic of 
the Senator is to oppose one improper 
provision, but when there are many such 
to approve them all. 


Good-bye to House of Lords. 


EMOCRACY is marching on in 
Great Britain. The passage 

of the bill abridging the powers of 
the House of Lords prevents that 
body from acting on financial meas- 
ures and limits its power to reject 
other measures. This is the first 
step. Next time the Lords assert 
themselves against the Commons, 
there will be another agitation 
against the hereditary legislators 
and further limitation of their pre- 
rogatives. Probably this generation 
will see the end of the House of 
Lords as now constituted and the re- 
nunciation of the theory that some 
men are born to legislate for others. 


vision in the 
Arizona consti- 
tution, Senator 


Bailey, of Tex- 
as, Was So angry 
with them that 
he telegraphed 
his resignation 
to the Governor 
Several important Demo- 






“Minding His Business.” 


HAMP CLARK has made his po- 
sition in regard to the presi- 
dency plain by saying that, while he 
is not a candidate, the nomination 
would be a great honor; but he 
adds, ‘‘I am not going to neglect my 
work to run around the country after 


another office.’’ By itself this dec- 
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laration is all right, but it happens that 
there is another Democrat who is run- 
ning, letting his work go, and is running 
around the country looking after another 
office, Mr. Clark’s statement has 
angered him. 


Beware the Dark Horse. 


RAISES 
in the columns of a multitude of 


and 


of favorite sons are found 


which is a sign of the ap- 
It is too 
It will 

Dark 


newspapers, 
proach of a presidential year. 
early yet to discuss dark horses. 
not be wise to ignore the latter. 
horses have won out ere now. 


SEEING THINGS. 
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Caustic Comment. 
DMIRAL TOGO was surfeited with 
honors while he was in this coun- 
try. He is a man of war 
and was honored because 
he has been a successful 
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spicuous in the 


receptions accorded to him were several 
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warrior. It was 
noticed that aos 
among those  <—* 


who were con- 


eminent gentlemen who have affiliated 
themselves with the 
movement and with The Hague tribunal. 
After all, Milton to the contrary not- 
withstanding, war has its victories much 


universal peace 


more renowned than those of peace. 


In Washington it is almost impossible 
toclassify public men according to 
old party names. There are Taft 
Republicans, Underwood Democrats, 
La Follette Progressives, Lorimer 
Democrats, and Bailey Reactionaries 

to say nothing of Gifford Pinchot. 
' The extra session of Congress has 
been accompanied by a general mix- 
up and it is now difficult to locate 
politically many Senators and Con- 
gressmen. The cold weather may 
bring back a return to political san- 
ity, and, if that does not, next year’s 
national conventions will give all 
hands up-to-date charts by which to 
steer their courses. 

o 

In a sermon on the approaching 
marriage of John Jacob Astor to 
Miss Force, about which there has 
been much discussion, the rector of 
an Episcopal church in Philadelphia 
exclaimed, ‘‘Our women and girls 
Why should it 
is 


are money mad!’”’ 
be assumed that the madness 
limited to women and girls. Pos- 
sibly boys—-the very young ones— 
are out of it; but this is a money- 
mad age, and the madness is no re- 
specter of sex. To get money ap- 
pears to be the goal of nearly every 
one, and to spend it lavishly seems 
to be the next object of the heart’s 
desire. Is there no thing in this 
country mightier than the dollar? 














BEATING ASTRONOMY. 
Jones—‘‘ Hooray! I'm the first human being to see the other side of the moon.”’ 


Answers to Correspondents. 


By CAROLYN WELLS 


Ty ~ARRIE—When walk- 
I 





ing in the rain with 
a young lady, hold 
the umbrella equal- 
ly over your two 
heads. This insures 





” = a fair division of 
the drippings on the rim of her hat and 
the color decorations of her new gown 
and the shoulder of your own new over- 
coat. 

A. I. Carr— For a worm in the steer- 
ing gear, try some well-recommended 
vermifuge. 

Roggie—To* make custards, you re- 
quire a sunny kitchen garden. Plant 
milkweed and buttercups near an egg- 
plant, and wait for the crops. 

Reggie-—-A postcard bedquilt is the 
latest fad for fancy work in men’s 
clubs. Punch holes near the edges and 
tie the cards together with bright-col- 
ored baby ribbons. (Don’t be absurd! 
No, this has nothing to do with a bright, 
colored baby !) 

Young Man Housekeeper—You are 
right; the directions for entertaining 
found in the Gentlemen’s Household 
Magazines are not always intelligible to 
beginners. But a snowy tablecloth does 
not mean to decorate your table with 
little heaps of snow. It only means 
that you use a white tablecloth, in- 
stead of the red-figured ones formerly 
worn. 


Adieu—Summer. 


Y-BY, sweet summer, 
With all your spoony moons 
And languid strolls by many frills. 
Your hottest days were cool 
Beside the sweltering ones 


I now put through to meet vacation bills. 


J. A. M. 


Her Choice. 
Polly —‘‘Miss Yellow- 
leaf is going to marry a 
struggling young man.”’ 
Dolly—‘‘It’s no use for 
him to struggle. I don’t 
suppose he can get away 


, 


from her.’ 


As It Is To-day 
O MARKET, to mar- 
ket, 
To buy a fat pig; 
Home again, home again, 
Price is too big! 


By Comparison. 


s¢ CAY, MAMMA! my 

teacher’d make a 
bully highwayman!’’ ex- 
claimed a boy as he rushed 
in from school. 

‘*Why, Freddy, what in 
the world do you mean?”’ 
inquired his astonished 
mother. 

‘“‘Why, she’s always 
telling the children to 
‘hold up their hands.’ ’’ 


I belong to a literary family, you know. 








Modern Ways. 


By WILLIAM J. BURTSCHER. 


HE SEA has its yachts, 
Through the waves to splash; 

The air has its ships, 

Through the clouds to dash; 
The earth has its autos, 

To stir up the dust; 
I have my two legs, 

And use them I must. 


Particular Woman. 


és@HE INSISTED on having a woman 
lawyer secure her divorce.’’ 
‘*Why was she so particular?’’ 
‘‘She did not want to go contrary to 
that portion of the marriage ceremony 
that reads, ‘Let no man put asunder.’ ’’ 


A Change of Opinion. 


‘s"T’ALK is cheap,’’ chuckled the poli- 
tician with the telephone frank 
in his pocket. 

After talking twenty dollars’ worth, 
he pulled out his frank and found it had 
expired. ‘‘By heck!’’ he muttered rue- 
fully, ‘‘that guy was right when he said 
that ‘Silence is golden.’ ’’ 


As They See It. 


6 lie Garden of Eden exists to-day, 
If you heed the Westerner’s boast. 
Just follow the trail of the sunset way, 
Till you reach the Pacific coast. 





SOMEWHAT AKIN. 
Lady (to author)——‘‘ I'm a great admirer of your work, Mr. Stiles. 


local directory.’’ 
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The Modern Skirt. 


By H. B. Alexander. 


UISA FINKEL’S suit was tight, 
As much as any wear ’em, 
But new styles made her weep and 
moan, 
She longed so for a harem. 


As the customers sat inthe milliner 
shop, 
Her looks would almost scare ’em. 
They thought her suit the dernier cri, 
But she longed so for a harem. 


But a fire broke out in the flat next 
door 
(If you run in a hobble you tear ’em), 
So her only skirt was split in two, 
Then she sewed it up like a harem. 


All troubles will end, so philosophers 
say, 
If only you rightly bear ’em; 
If you’ve only one skirt, and a hobble 
at that, 
Some Fate will make it a harem. 


HY wouldn’t a sane Hallowe’en 
be in order? 


THE 


UD WAS grouchy to begin with. 

He got home just before sup- 

per and went to the kitchen 

the first thing to get the potato 

masher Bridget had promised 

him, and there was Stuffie licking the 
last gob of potato off it. It helped some 
to give the masher a jog—by accident— 
so that Stuffie howled; though, goodness 
knows, it’s no stunt to get a how! out of 
Stuffie — she’s full of them. And it 
served her right; she had no business 
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“JOHN, YOU HAVE BEEN FISHING AGAIN. 1! CAN 
SMELL YOUR BREATH.” 


BROKE IN FIFTH AVENUE 


Poltceman—'‘' I s’pose I ought to move him on, 
but, poor devil, he used to live there.’’ 



























How the Chicken Got Ahead of Him. 


IMMY was always very anxious to 
find the wishbone in his chicken. 

One day he looked on eagerly while 
his mother cut his chicken for him. 

Finally he caught sight of the end of 
the wishbone, but, alas! it was broken. 

**Oh, mother,’’ he exclaimed excit- 
edly, ‘‘the chicken wished before I got 
it!’’ 


Enjoyable Then. 


SWEET piano, now and then, 
Is relished by the neighbors when 
Well, when the performer knows how 
to tickle the keys properly. 


Found. 


HERE, oh, where, are the Little 
Dogs Tray, 
Those lost little pups of our nursery 


day? 

We don’t know the reason why nor 
how, 

But the poor little brutes are lapdogs 
now! 


EGGING OF HAROLD. 


By ETHEL CHAPMAN HARING 
with the potato masher when it wasn’t 
her turn. 

And then, just as he was sliding into 
his chair sidewise, so mother wouldn’t 
take too much notice of him, she said, 
without even looking up, 

‘*Have you washed, son?’’ 
Bud said, ‘‘ Yes’m.’ 
Mother said, ‘‘When?’’ 


ear 


Bud said, ‘‘This noon.’’ 

And mother said, in her stillest voice, 
‘*You may be excused until you are fit 
to sit down with self-respecting people. ”’ 

Bud went upstairs and came down 
with his hair wet all round the edges, 
but his face didn’t look very differ- 
ent. Mother gave one look and said, 
**Your hair isn’t brushed.”’ 

Bud went up again. When he came 
down, his hair was slicked sure 
enough, but mother said, 

**I don’t know how you contrive to 
wash your face without getting some 
of the dirt off your hands. Pay par- 
ticular attention to them this time.’’ 

Bud sort of dragged his feet—not 
from meanness; he was just discour- 
aged. It was tough to take three 
chances and get left on every one. 

When he got to eating at last, 
he schlu-r-r-p-p-sed up his soup, and 
mother asked him please not to eat 
like a vacuum cleaner; and then he 
bolted his meat, and she told him to 
chew every mouthful twenty-five 
times—and, you know, if you do that, 


you don’t seem to have anything inside 
of you, no matter how long you eat. 

So Bud was good and cross after sup- 
per, and he jounced up and down in the 
hammock, scowling like anything, and 
didn’t even try to bother me while I was 
getting the bean bag off the roof of the 
porch. It had been out all night and the 
beans were swelled so it was more like 
a pincushion than a bean bag, but it was 
fun to rescue it all the same, for you 
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THE BEST SHE COULD DO. 


He—*‘ Could you marry a man who spends 
all he makes ?’’ 

She—‘‘No; but I could love him while it 
lasted.*’ 
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MEMBERS TAKIN, 
eHE MOSTRINGS — 
gerore DESCENSIon, 


ANNUAL UPIN 
OF THE 


ZIPP AERO Sociay BOF 


SPORTS OF THE FUTURE. 











Merry-go-round at the annual tourn nent of ‘' The Zipp Aero Social Club,”’ 


had to shin up a pillar with a stick in 
your hands and lean ’way out over the 
eaves, and then you could just reach it 
with the point of the stick. Well, I got 
it and was sliding down the pillar when 
that Harold Dodd stuck his head in at 
the hedge gap and yelled, 

‘“‘Tomboy Sis, Tomboy Sis!’’ Bud 
slid out of the hammock and made a dive 
for the hedge, but I dropped on 
him like a hawk on a sparrow 
just as he was flying past and 
said, 

‘*Pooh, Bud, that’s nothing— 
all the nicest girls I know are 
I don’t mind a bit, 


”? 


tomboys. 
specially from him. 

**That’s all right for you, but 
he said it to be nasty. Get away 
and let me fix him.’’ 

‘*Humph!”’ If said. 
n’t touch him, even with my fist. 
Come on out in the barn and do 
stunts with the trapeze.’’ 

He hated to let Harold get 
away, but I hung on and we got to 
scuffling, and at last he felt 
better and we went and punched 
the bag till we were tired. Bud 
said it was better than Harold’s 
head, after all, for that would ‘ave 
got all bloody after a belt or two. 

But he couldn’t quite forget 
about Harold, even the next day 
when he wasn’t cross, and I knew 
right off why he invited him to 
play the egg game after school. 
Of course the rest of the boys 
knew how to play, but Harold 
said he had never heard of it— 
and, of course, that’s the very 
sort of person you want. Bud 
says it’s worth it even if you 


**T would- 





have to buy the eggs out of your allow- 
ance, and so it’s specially worth it if 
you snitch the eggs. And Bud snitched 
the eggs from the Sprowles. 

The Sprowles live kitty-corner from 
us, so you can go round behind their 
house without showing from mother’s 
window. They keep their eggs on the 
sill outside the kitchen window, because 


= = 
- Vissi ities. 


—s 





SLANG TRACED TO THE GLACIAL PERIOD. 


Mastedon—'‘* My! wouldn't this freeze ye ?’’ 


they’re too stingy to buy ice except in 
red-hot weather. They keep other 
things there, too, and I don’t believe 
they save much on ice, after all, because 
of the other things—you’re always so 
hungry after school. Bud wouldn’t 
steal for worlds, but snitching is taking 
something to eat, like out of the side- 
board or for a joke, and stealing is tak- 
ing money or to be mean. I 
wouldn’t even snitch—except, of 
course, from home. Bud says 
I’m as good as a boy every other 
way. 

In the egg game you always 
take the person you don’t like to 
be hider, so Bud chose Harold. 
While the others blinded, Bud 
looked for good places to hide the 
eggs; all at once he pretended to 
have a big idea, and he said, 


‘‘Say, Harold, stick ’em in 
your hat! They’ll never think of 
looking there.’’ And Harold 


said, ‘‘Bully!’’ and put them in 
his hat and pulled the brim tight 
down on his head. Most any one 
but Bud would ’ave snickered, 
but he can do anything and look 
like a good boy. 

I think ‘it’s because his eyes 
are big and blue and shiny. 
Once, when old Dr. Hamel was 
riding by in his sleigh, Bud hit 
him in the head with a snow- 
ball, and the doctor’s man hopped 
out of the sleigh and gave him a 
chase and caught him and dragged 
him to the old doctor. Dr. Hamel 
asked him if he had thrown that 
snowball. Bud looked real hurt 
and opened his eyes wide—Uncle 
Tom calls it his Aunt Janie ex- 
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1. The artist—'* My dear Miss Millions, you are standing right 


in front of the greatest joke in Europe! 


Won't you - 


pression; but we haven’t an Aunt Janie, 


and when I asked what he meant, 


he 


said, ‘‘Look in the dictionary under ‘i-n- 


, oP 


g-e-n-u-e. 
falling back on the dictionary. Wh 
was I? 
tor, real noble, 

**I know who did it, but I don’t w 
to tell.’’ 

And, of course, Dr. Hamel said, 

**You are right, my boy, perfectly 
right. Always do as you are doing 
now and your parents will be proud 
of you.”’ 

So Bud didn’t crack a smile when 
Harold was putting on his hat with 
the eggs in it. Then they called 
**Ready!’’ and the other boys came 
running and looking all sorts of places, 
and Harold grinned in his smarty way 
and said they were cold as Greenland. 

Well, they hunted till Ned Goakes 
couldn’t stand Harold’s smartness any 
longer, and he came up to him and 
said, 

‘*‘Whew! you must have found a 
good place!’’ and gave him a good 
crack on the head just where he could 
see the eggs were. Of course the 
eggs smashed and dripped down into 
Harold’s eyes and face and neck and 
over his clothes, and all the boys 
yelled, ‘‘Addle-pate!’’ and 
Bud said, ‘‘ Will you ever call 
Sis a tomboy again?’’ But 
Harold didn’t say anything; 
he was too busy wiping the 
egg off his face. One hand- 
kerchief doesn’t go very far 
with two eggs. I guess the 
Sprowles don’t buy the best 
eggs, either. 

Of course they had to tell fv 
dad about Bud taking the 
eggs, and dad gave Bud a 
strapping. But I heard him 
telling mother that he’d rather 
have given him a dollar and 
that the Sprowles had no sense 
of humor. 


Grown-ups ere always 


Oh, yes! Bud said to the doc- 


ere 


ant 


Sane 


Qe 


bear. 


was taking his medicine—that’s what he 
calls it—he was thinking how funny 


IF LOVE MAKES THE WORLD GO ROUND—HENCE 


And Bud said that all the time he 


THE ONLY PERPETUAL 





MOTION. 





WHERE HE STARS 


that about people he can’t ‘ Why, er—a canvas back.’’ 





Dad always says « wot position does Wilde Duck play—fullback, halfback or quarterback ?’’ 


Yorrad -) Sm 


*Meret, Fear <e 


——— kindly step aside long enough for the reader 


to enjoy IT ?’’ 


Harold looked with the egg dripping 
down his fancy collar, and he scarcely 
minded the strapping a bit. 


Matrimonial Notes. 
By CHARLES C. JONES 
H, HIGH his head he carried! 
He laughed to hear men say, 
‘‘IT note that you are married.”’ 
And he was gay. 


But though it pleased him greatly, 
At length he only sighed; 

For he has been, but lately, 
Reno-tified. 


How Did They Manage? 


A= did his gardening without a 
seed catalogue. 

Noah had no storm warning from 
the United States Weather Bureau. 

Columbus hadn’t any tennis court 
on his trip across. 

Napoleon crossed the Alps without 
gasoline. 

Wellington won Waterloo minus a 
film apparatus. 

Shakespeare never took a mail 
course in playwrighting. 

Handel had no studio in Tin Pan 
Alley. 

Raphael missed the inspiration of 
Sunday art supplements. 

Keppler discovered no 
Broadway stars. 

Henry VIII. didn’t know 
about Reno. 

Ben Franklin neither sent 
nor received a motto post-card. 

Washington could not shout, 
‘‘I cannot tell a lie!’’ into a 


Frederich Moxen 


phonograph. 


High-water Mark. 


HERE’S a time of tide 

In the affairs of men 
When women flood in 
And it ebbs again. 

Joe Cone 

‘6 ID HE marry her for her 
money ?’’ 
‘*No; for her father’s.’’ 
























































Hero Worship. 


By McLANDBURGH WILSON. 


AME a hero from the sea, 
Flushed with naval victory; 

But we very soon grew vexed, 
And we loudly hollered, ‘‘Next!’’ 





Came a hero from the land, 

Swelled his head, to beat the band; 
Seven years we bowed, perplexed, 
Then we firmly hollered, ‘‘Next!’’ 





Now come heroes of the air, 
Flying for us everywhere. 

When we turn, this is our text, 
Where shal! heroescome from next? 


This Busy Life. 


6¢()H, IT’S you, is it?’’ murmurs 
the wife, meeting her hus- 
band at the reception. 

“Yes. Glad to see you,’’ he 
smiles. ‘‘Had half an idea I’d 
run across you here.’’ 

‘‘Isn’t it nice? Oh, there was 
something I wanted to ask you 
about—I thought of it just after I 
saw you at the theater the last 
time,’’ she says. ‘‘It was some- 
thing important, too. But it has 
entirely slipped my mind.’’ 

‘Well, maybe you’ll think of it 
by the next time we meet. I suppose 
you'll be at the horse show. Perhaps 
by then it will have occurred to you 
again.’’ 


The Boss of the House. 


4¢TQUT, MADAM,”’ says the surgeon, 
after the woman has recovered 
consciousness in the hospital, ‘‘why 
didn’t you stop when the crossing police- 
man held up his hand? Then you would- 
n’t have been struck by the automobile.’’ 
‘*What! Me stop when Jim Meginnis 
holds up his hand? I’d let you know 
I’m his wife, an’ he never saw the day 
when he could boss me!’’ 

















MERELY A POLITICAL SPEECH. 

























































Explained. 


HE EDITOR was mighty blue. 
The reason? Well, it’s said, 
In confidence I say to you, 
His paper wasn’t red. 


Useless. 
Visitor —‘‘I see your Senator 
made his maiden speech yester- 


day.’”’ 

Native—‘‘ Yep; and you can just 
bet he’ll never get elected from 
here again. Any man that gets 
up in Congress and spends his time 
talking about maidens has got the 
girls too heavy on the brain to get 
any more support from us.’’ 


Observe Her Eyes. 


F YOU watch the flirty maiden, 
You will right away be shown 
That every meaning has a little 
Movement all its own. 


Unsettled. 


Anxious waiter—‘‘Will you pay 
y 


ATU 






now, sir?’’ 

Indifferent guest—‘‘Not just 
’ now. Won’t you wait until my 
dinner settles?’’ 


LA SOMNAMBULA. 


** Ever been in Philadelphia ?”’ 
“* Yes; I spent three days there one Sunday.’ 


Suds Test for Co-Eds. Anxious waiter—‘‘You can just bet 
re — ’ I won’t! Ishall wait here until you 
By GRACE Mc KINSTRY. 
settle.’’ 


COLUMBIA, Mo.—Beginning Feb. 1, every young wo- 
man in the home economics department of the University 
of Missouri must roll up her sleeves and work over a 
washtub. It is the aim of the university to teach the 
effect the starch, bluing, and other chemicals have on 
clothing. 


H, DEAR me, suds! What does this 
mean? 
Missouri shows us here 
A plan so new and clear and clean 
To teach co-eds this year. 
What will suds to their manners do? 
One really wonders if 
The bluing may not make them blue, 
While starch will make them stiff. 


A Strong Brew. 


[? IS rumored along Piccadilly’that a 

special extra of Punch will shortly 
be issued to announce that the reason 
why the average clock has to live on 
tick is that it spends so much of its time 
on strike. We are willing to print this 
news for the benefit of our readers, but 
the remainder of the dispatch, referring 
to Mr. Punch’s intention to refer to the 
House of Lords as the last stand of the 
Disappeerage, we respectfully decline 
to make public. 





WHAT THEY THINK OF US. 
ee FASHION note says that tan Silas—‘‘ These here avyators is certainly goin’ 


shoes are much worn.’’ frum bad tu worse."’ 
Hiram —‘‘ How d’ you make that out, Si?’’ 


“I mast be right in style then; mine Silas —“* We-el, don't th’ papers say this 


are. flight is frum Nu York t’ Chicago ?”’ 
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BUSINESS TERM—‘‘ CASH ON A COUNT.” 


On the Pacific Coast. The Divorcee’s Guide. A Rude Expose. 
HE BEST gold By ROBERT E. INNIS. 66 UH!”’ says the first chorus girl, 
IVORCED in red, speaking of the newcomer in the 
pockets. The last you’ll ever wed. ranks. ‘‘They tout her as a society girl 
Many an East- Divorced in blue, that’s gone on the stage. Huh! She’s 


erner goes broke Your next will be untrue. no more a society girl than I am.”’ 
‘*What makes you think so?’’ asks the 


one in blue ones. 


mines are tourists’ 


trying to “‘see’’ the Divorced in yellow, 
West across a poker He’ll be a jolly fellow. 
‘‘Why, if she was a society girl she’d 


table. 
4 P Divorced in green, ; ‘ 
A salted mine is the best bait fora The judge pe intervenes have worn low-necked dresses in winter 
and bathing suits in summer—and look 


sucker. 
Board bills hold the altitude records. Divorced in white, ‘ how bashful she is just because she’s in 
shee! The bachelors will bite. : s09 
Opportunities for swollen fortunes are tights! 
limited only by the number of tourists. Divorced in pink, : ? 
Every Californian believes the name You’re hov’ring on the brink. They Do Their Best. 
of his State should be substituted wher- Divorced in brown, Oliver—‘‘ What a pity the Lord didn’t 
The talk of all the town. make all women beautiful !’’ 
Olivia (demurely )—‘‘The Lord’s ways 





ever the word heaven occurs in the Bible. 
tase is much sought—unless it's Divorced in black 
’ 


Japan-ese. ~Vance C. Criss. An alimony sack! are not our ways.’’ 





= MOTOR BOAT IN VENICE. 
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PUZZLE PICTURE. 
10.15 p. M. at the theater. 


A Magazine Opportunity. 


By ELLIS 0. JONES 


HAT is the matter with 
the fashion editors in 
America? Why do they 
not become leaders in- 
stead of followers? There 
has, to be sure, been some little effort to 
establish American fashions for men, 
women, and children, but meanwhile the 
Parisians have gone right on mapping 


out new fields. Consider the following 


item from Paris: 


Their hats will be 
turned up in front and 
trimmed with ribbons or 
tiny pompon roses; they 
will be made of colored 
straw and bordered with 
a bias of white satin. 
They will wear light 
brown boots, with ribbons 
of the same shade. Above 
their boots are pretty 
bracelets ornamented 
with precious stones. 
When motoring they will 
be protected by ‘a little 
gray dust cloak and hand- 
some goggles bordered 
with chamois leather. 





Our indignation does 
from the fact 
that the above costume is 
intended for pet dogs. 


not arise 


There is no reason at all 
why people shouldn’t be 


as abcurd about their dogs _ repair man.’ 





Wife—‘‘ Hear hima, doctor 
tials, gear-boxes, carbureters, and timers 
Doctor— ‘ Madam, you should not have calied me. 


as about themselves. But let us not for- 
get our democratic traditions. ‘* America 
for Americans and American fashions 
for American dogs.’’ That should be our 
motto. Just for instance, if an American 
had written the above, he would have de- 
scribed the kind of purse the dogs will 
carry. Americans never forget the purse. 
There ought to be a good field in this 
country for a Dogs’ Home Journal. 





CALLED THE WRONG MAN. 


an 


Find the commuters. 


He raves by the hour about spark-plugs. differen- 
Can't you do something for him ?’’ 
What he needs is an auto 





“i af Sl 


Ata Convention of Suffragettes’ Husbands. 
C= Odd-looking, Oily-haired Object 
Obsessed by the Occult. 
Two Timid Tallow-faces Taking in the 
Tomfoolery. 
Three Throaty 
Thrilling Thoughts. 


Thespians Thinking 


Four Fat Fops Flaunting Fearful 
Fashions. 

Five Flighty Fellows Flippantly Flirt- 
ing 


Six Scientific Scholars Scowling Se- 
verely. 
Solemn Saints 
Sedately Snoring. 
Eight Eminent Elders 
Earnestly Expressive. 
Nine Nodding Noodles 
Nonchalantly Napping. 
Ten Tamed Tyrants 
Timorous and Tactful. 
Eleven Elegant Effemi- 
nates Enjoying the Enter- 


Seven 


tainment. 
Twelve Trapped Towns- 
men Tremendously Tired. 


—Carolyn Wells 





Proof Positive. 


Marjory —‘‘Did Mrs. 
Waysome see what tiny 
feet you had?’’ 

Agnes — ‘‘Evidently 
not, or she wouldn’t have 
stepped on them.’’ 






















































THE LION 


LAMB of a some- 
what independent 
nature and prone 
to think for him- 
self once left the 
> paternal green 
to see life, to 
seek his fortune, 
and, if possible, to make it. 

**I love my dear maa-maa,’’ he said, 
as he started up the road; ‘‘but, after 
all, she is a hopeless old fogy and can- 
not see things as they are, because Time 
has pulled the wool over her eyes. And 
as for dad—well, he’s a nice old Ram, 
but, oh, so unprogressive! To all my 
suggestions of uplift for our race he 
interposes a but of some kind, and, de- 
spite the fact that year after year he is 
sheared and ‘shorn to the skin for the 
enrichment of man, he clings to the 
same old methods that his fore-goats 
followed back in the dark ages. As for 
me, I propose to do for myself, having 
no aspiration whatsoever to serve as the 
goat for an alien race.”’ 

Saying which, he trotted blithely up 
the highway, looking for some opportu- 
nity to put his theories into practice. 
At various points of interest along the 
way the lure to stop and gambol was 
strong upon him and difficult to resist, 
but he was a Lamb of high ideals and 
kept to the straight and narrow path. 

*‘As a leader of my kind,’ he said 
softly to himself, ‘‘it is incumbent upon 





AND THE LAMB. 


By HORACE DODD GASTIT. 


me to have a care 
as to my personal 
reputation; so I 
willstick strictly to 
business and not 
seek the joys of the 
gamboling table.’’ 

And so he trotted 
on until the night 
fell, when, coming 
to a dense wood, he 
lay down beneath a 
great tree to rest; 
but, just as he was 
about to doze off in- 
to slumber, a lordly 
Lion loomed up be- 
fore him. 

**Aha!’’ said the 
Lion, licking his 
own chops. ‘‘This 
looks good to me!’’ 

“Good evening, 
sir,’’ said the Lamb, 
with the perfect 
fearlessness of the 
confident: reformer. 
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ANSWER THE PURPOSE. 


**‘Won’t you sit Bridegroom—‘‘ My dear, if you don’t hurry we won't have time to go 
down?”’ to the Falls.” : : 
Bride Why bother about the Falls, darling? If we send off a lot 


‘‘What are you 
doing in my baili- 
wick?’’ demanded the Lion, somewhat 
nonplused by the nonchalance of the 
other. 

**T have 
world,’’ replied 


reform the 
*“*I have 


started in to 
the Lamb. 





TRE ORIGINAL “ SPRING BOARD.” 





of these picture post-cards of them everybody will think we 've been there.’ 


been a close student of conditions all my 
life, and it has seemed to me that the 
reason there are so many failures in the 
world is that we four-footed creatures 
don’t get together. Why should we, 
who stand so firmly upon our four feet, 
be a subject race to those who stand 
upon only two?”’ 


“That is a new thought,’’ said the 


Lion. ‘‘But where does the remedy 
come in?’’ 

**Co-operation,’’ said the Lamb. 
“Take our case, for instance. Why 


should you and I quarrel, when by 
uniting we could make a firmer 
stand for our rights? I ama pro- 
ducer of wool. You are a person of 
power and influence. Now suppose, 
instead of preying on me and de- 
stroying the life of a constant source 
of profit, you should co-operate with 
me in the establishment of a going 
concern, whereby I provide the world 
with goods, and you see that I get 
my due reward. In other words, to 
put it poetically, can we not lie 
down together?”’’ 

*“‘No,’’ said the Lion, shaking 
his mane vigorously. ‘‘We can’t. 
It’s contrary to the law of the land. 
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FISHER. 





We should be indicted as atrust. The 
law requires that we slay each other if 
we can.’’ 

‘*But that isn’t fair,’’ said the Lamb. 
‘‘In the first place, you are too big 
for me to slay; and in the second place, 
I need help as a small producer, and an 
alliance with you would be just what I 
need.”’ 

‘‘I can’t help that,’’ retorted the Lion. 
‘‘The law is definite. If we made such 
an alliance it would bea conspiracy, 
and I should get my name in the papers 
as a malefactor of great wealth who was 
acting in restraint of trade’’—— 

‘*But you wouldn’t be restraining 
trade-—you would be promoting it,’’ pro- 
tested the Lamb. 

‘‘I know that and you know that,”’ 
said the Lion; ‘‘but unfortunately the 
Owl and the Ass and the Jackal and the 
Woodchuck and the Turkey Cock, who 
make our laws down in Congress, don’t 
know it and refuse to be told.’’ 

‘Then my ideals of universal peace, 
helpfulness, prosperity, and settled con- 
ditions through a vast system of co- 
operation are’’—said the Lamb. 

‘‘Criminal by statute!’’ said the Lion, 
sharpening his front teeth on a piece of 
flat stone at the side of the road. 

The Lamb sighed deeply and looked 
away, and the Lion’s heart was stirred 
to note a small tear coursing down his 
nose. 

‘Never mind, old chap,’’ he said sym- 
pathetically. ‘‘There may be a way 
around the law. I’il consult my coun- 
sel, Colonel Ferret, on the subject this 
evening; but, meanwhile, if you feel 
yourself out in the cold, I’ll consent to 
a temporary merger of our interests, 
pending the colonel’s consideration of 
the points.’’ 

Whereupon they ‘‘merged,’’ the Lion 
for prudential reasons constituting him- 
self a ‘‘holding company’’ for the time 
being. 

Moral—There are times when a little 
foresight is more profitable than all the 
inside information in the world. 


A Variation. 


ARY had a little tongue, 
A temper far from slow, 
And everything that Mary said 
Was pretty sure to go! 


A Comparison. 


s¢TQROWN’S horse reminds me of an 
umbrella.’’ 
‘*An umbrella?’’ 
‘Yes; you can see his ribs without 
looking very closely.’’ 


HAVE MET. 











































Q. E. D. 


ONSIDERABLE publicity has been 
given, of late, to the assertion that 

the maids and other female servants of 
society women are much better looking 


than the society women them- 
selves. JUDGE proposes to refute 
this statement and show its fal- 
lacy by quoting from the highest 
authorities. 

Our esteemed Mr. Kipling 
says, ‘‘The colonel’s lady and 
Judy O’Grady are sisters under 
their skins,’’ thereby inferring 
that their skins are not the same. 
‘Beauty is only skin deep’’ is 
an old, time-tried saying. Now, 
as beauty is only skin deep and 
as society women are beautiful, 
or at least good-looking, and as 
the skin of society women is dif- 
ferent from that of the maids, 
therefore it follows that society 
women, symbolized by the colo- 
nel’s lady, are better looking 
than the Judy O’Gradys who min- 
ister to their wants. Q. E. D. 


A Well-known Fact. 


By WILLIAM J. LAMPTON 


ITTLE drops of water 

Little grains of sand’ 
Make the mighty ocean 

And the beauteous land. 


Little drops of ocean, 
Little lots of land 
Make the men who sell seaside 
real estate 
Awful rich and grand. 


(Voto cash doesn’t last long in 
hot weather. 


\ 


Meaningless. 


WEEP NOT, 


The lady—*‘‘ And art thou truly going to the war? 


let me weep.’’ 


ing of its own.’ 
‘*Well, don’t move and you won’t 
mean anything.’’ 


‘6 VERY little movement has a mean- 


’ 


GENTLE LADY 





‘ Q . 
(URES “ 


Gallantry. 





é¢C’IR,’’ says the spectacled lady to the 


commandant of the shipyard, ‘‘I 


understand you are going to christen a 
new battleship this morning.’’ 





Then 


The knight—‘‘ By my halidom ! dry thy tears, fair one, or 


thou wilt get me all rusty.’’ 





‘*We are, madam. Would you 
like to attend the’’—— 

**T call, sir, as the chairman of 
a committee representing ten mil- 
lion temperance women, and we 
firmly ask you not to use wine 
for the christening. We urge 
that you use water instead.’’ 

“‘I will grant your request, 
madam,’’ gallantly replies the 
officer. ‘‘See, here is the bottle 
of wine we had planned to use. 
For it we will substitute, as 
you wish, a bottle of pure water.’’ 

After the happy woman has de- 
parted, he summons an orderly 


’”? 


and says, 
‘*Put that bottle of wine back 
on the ice. Now we’ll not run 


short at the little dinner in cele- 
bration of the launching.’”’ 


Retriever. 
HE THREW a kiss at him— 
The pretty, tricksy elf! 
And then, with eager vim, 
He brought it back himself. 


The Reason. 


Passenger (on big ocean liner) 
—‘‘What’s the matter, captain? 
Can’t we land?”’ 

Captain—‘‘Not now. The sea 
is horribly rough below here. 
There’s a bunch of kids in swim- 
ming around the bend.”’ 




















What's the Answer? 


TO THE Dramatic Editor.of JupGE: 
Dear sir-—Kindly answer the fol-| 
lowing questions in your next issue and | 
oblige : | 
1. When Oscar Hammerstein does it| 
make Henry W. Savage? 
2. If Anna Held a pair of queens and 
John Drew three of a kind, how could 
May Irwin? And where was Valeska 
Suratt? 
3. How much does Eva Tanguay? 


The Question. | 


Said old Farmer Jenkins to his wife, 
As she sat by the fire knitting, 
‘“‘When an old hen broods on a nest of | 
eggs, 
Is that hen setting or sitting?’’ 
‘Well, I don’t know as to that,’’ she| 
replied; 
‘‘But this puzzle to solve I am trying: 


When a hen cackles to beat the band, | 


Is that hen laying or lying?’’ 
—Old Zimmerhackle’s Observations. 


A Hit. 


WHAT SHE GAINED BY TRYING AGAIN. 


A failure at first makes us esteem 


final success. 

A family in Minnesota that now en- 
joys Postum would never have known 
how good it is if the mother had been 
discouraged by the failure of her first 
attempt to prepare it. Her son tells the 
story: 

‘*We had never used Postum till last 
spring, when father brought home a 
package one evening just to try it. We 
had heard from our neighbors, and in 
fact every one who used it, how well 
they liked it. 

‘Well, the next morning mother 
brewed it about five minutes, just as 
she had been in the habit of doing with 
coffee, without paying special attention 
to the directions printed on the package. 
It looked weak and didn’t have a very 
promising color, but nevertheless father 
raised his cup with an air of expectancy. 
It certainly did give him a great sur- 
prise, but I’m afraid it wasn’t a very 
pleasant one, for he put down his cup 
with a look of disgust. 

“‘Mother wasn’t discouraged though, | 
and next morning gave it another trial, | 
letting it stand on the stove till boiling | 
began and then letting it boil for fifteen | 
or twenty minutes, and this time we 
were all so pleased with it that we have 
used it ever since. 

“Father was a confirmed dyspeptic 
and a cup of coffee was to him like 
poison. So he never drinks it any more, 
but drinks Postum regularly. He isn’t 
troubled with dyspepsia now and is actu- 
ally growing fat, and I’m sure Postum 
is the cause of it. All the children are 
allowed to drink it and they are perfect 
pictures of health.’”’ Name given by 
Postum Co., Battle Creek, Mich. 

Read the little book, ‘‘The Road to 
Wellville,’”” in packages. ‘‘There’s a 
reason.’’ 

Ever read the above letter? A 
new one appears from time to 
time. They are genuine, true, and 
full of human interest. 


JUDGE'S FAVORITE. 





EDITH DECKER, 
IN “PINAFORE,” AT THE CASINO THEATER. 


A Romance of the Rumble-seat. 


A pretty maiden, tired of golf 
And bridge and tennis, too, 
Went out and bought a motor coat 
And filmy veil of blue. 
And then she got an auto-car, 
A model new and neat; 
It was a sporty runabout 
And had a rumble-seat. 


She tied the veil coquettishly 
Beneath her dimpled chin, 

And with her sister at her side 
Went out to take a spin. 

And as they sat in front, she cried, 
In accents silver sweet, 

‘‘I wish a young and handsome man 
Was in the rumble-seat.”’ 


She looked so fair behind the wheel, 
So graceful and so gay, 

She captivated old and young 
And stole their hearts away. 

And when a dashing college youth 
One day she chanced to meet, 

He yielded to her girlish charms 
And took the rumble-seat. 


Along the winding country roads 
They motored far and wide, 

And soon the ardent lover changed 
His place unto her side. 

Love’s old sweet story as they sped 
He managed to repeat; 

Her sister always after that 
Rode in the rumble-seat. 


Three times since then the golden-rod 
Has gilded vale and hill; 

She drives the racy runabout 
With him beside her still. 

And now to make their rosy dream 
Of happiness complete, 

A chubby youngster and his nurse 
Are in the rumble-seat. 

—Minna Irving in Leslie’s Weekly. 


A teaspoonful of Abbott’s Bitters with your Grane 
Fruit makes an ideal appetizing tonic. Sample by 
mail, 25 cts..in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Balti- 
more, Md. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. 





It will be appreciated. 





HUNTER 
WHISKEY 


ABSOLUTELY PURE 
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The choicest product 
of the still. The 
American Gentleman’s 
Whiskey par excellence 


Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
Wma. LANAHAN & Son, Baltimore, Md. 


s 
TOBACCO) 


Burley tobacco, 

but Burley de 
luxe, that’s why it 
pleases the smoker. 


N 10 cents 
At all 


dealers 


GET THE 


of these glorious Autumn days, 
er a glass of 


vans 
re 


DINNER OR SUPPER 


The Treat of your life. 





INSPIRATION 


WITH YOUR LUNCHEON, 








































































TO CHARTREUSE 


United States Supreme Court Favors | 


Carthusian Order in Fight to Protect 
Secret of Its Liqueur. 


By a decision of the United States Su- 
preme Court the Carthusian Monks, who 
make the celebrated liqueur known as Char- 
treuse, have won their fight against the 
Cusenier Company, a New York corporation, 
to prevent the latter from using the trade- 
mark and other indicia of the monks’ prod- 
uct in the sale of a similar cordial in this 
country. The Cusenier Company acts as 
agent for the French liquidator, Mons. Henri 
Lecontier, appointed by the French courts to 
take possession of the property of the monks 
in France under the Associations act of 1901. 

Following the forcible removal from their 
monastery, near Voiron, in the Department 
of Isere, in France, the monks took their 
liqueur manufacturing secret with them and 
set up a factory in Tarragona, in Spain, and 
there have continued to manufacture the 
cordial, importing from France such herbs 
as were needed for the purpose. 

The French liquidator, it is alleged, under- 
took to make a cordial identical with or 
closely resembling the monks’ product. 

In about all substantial details the claims 
of the monks have been upheld, except that 
the defendant company has not been held in 
contempt. Justice Hughes wrote the deci- 
sion. The jurisdiction of the Circuit Court 
was upheld. It was also set forth that the 
monks’ non-use of the trade-mark did not 


MONKS WIN RIGHT 





constitute abandonment and that the Frenche 


law affecting it could not have any extra- 
territorial effect as far as this country was 
concerned, and that the monks have an ex- 
clusive right to the use of the word Char- 
treuse in the sale of their product in the 
United States.—New York Herald, June 20, 
mal.'> se ‘ 











“'*O8. Be Fatty.’ * 
If you’d drink the 
better ale, better 


drink 









At leading 
Hotels, Restaurants 
and Cafes 


A. G. VAN NOSTRAND 











Bunker Hill Breweries, Boston, Mass. 
Press Cutting Bureau 
willsend you all ne wspaper clippings 


ROMEIKE which may appear about you, your 


friends, or any subject on wnich you may want to be “up 
to date.” Every newspaper and periodical of importance 
in the United States and Europe is searched. Terms, 
$5.00 for 100 notices. HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh 
Avenue, New York. 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
Paper Warehouse 


Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouse, 20 Beekman Street, New York 





ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 












Pathos and Bathos. 


J saw her but a moment, 
From the window up above; 
I heard her plaintive singing— 
Her song was one of love. 
I saw her but a moment, 
As in the yard she sat; 
I threw my hatbrush at her— 
It was a tabby cat! 
—Arverne Sandpiper. 


Back in Town.—‘‘Was your love af- 
fair romantic?’’ 

“Oh, very! I met Reginald at the 
seashore. We both pretended to be very 
rich.’’ 

‘*Yes, yes.’ 

**And now it turns out that he collects 
the payments on our piano.’’—Lowis- 
ville Courier-Journal. 

His Tariff Position.—‘‘Of course you 
are in favor of some forms of protec- 
tion?’’ 

**Only one,’’ replied Senator Sorghum. 

**And what is that?’’ 

‘*Self-protection.’’— Washington Star. 


Where It Belonged.—‘‘ Where are you 
going?’’ 
‘To fetch some water, sorr.”’ 
‘*‘What! In those disreputable trou- 
sers!’’ 

‘No, sorr; in this ’ere pail.’’ 


don Opinion. 


Lon- 


Proof of It.—Lady—‘‘What a hand- 
some dog! He must be valuable!’’ 
Vender—‘‘Yer bet ’e is! The gentle- 
man wot I bought ’im of’s offerin’ five 
pounds’ reward if I bring him back.’’— 


London Sketch. 


The bather—* LOOK OUT, MABEL, HERE COMES DICK RAWDON.” 

The other—*“ WHAT AM I TO LOOK OUT ABOUT?” 

The bather—“ WELL, | ONLY MEANT YOU’ RE DISPLAYING A GOOD DEAL OF ANKLE.” 
—London Punch. 


| 
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In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 


Real Boys Wanted. 


A thoughtful Bible student, who 
thought that he might possibly be of 
some assistance in a mission Sunday 
school, undertook to teach a class of a 
dozen lads, last week, and started off to 
inculcate the idea of total depravity— 
thinking to meet with responses that 
would enable him to make his point 





plain. 
‘*Now, boys,’’ he said, ‘‘if I were to i 
draw a chalk line right across here and é 


say, ‘Don’t any of you step over this 

mark,’ what would you do?’’ 
‘*We’d stay on this side,’ 

unanimous response. 


**Suppose,’’ he continued, smiling at 
the ready answer, but thinking to drive 
the point further home—‘‘suppose I’d 
put you all in an orchard where there 
were both apples and pears, and suppose 
I should tell you that you might have 
the apples but mustn’t touch the pears 
—-then what?’’ 

**We wouldn’t touch the pears.’’ 

‘‘Superintendent,’’ called the new 
teacher, ‘‘send me some bad boys, please 
—these are no good!’’—Ted Robinson, 
in Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


Her Investment.—‘‘Young Jibson,” 
remarked the impressionable boarder, 
‘*gave his wife two dollars and told her 
to put ’em in the stocking for a rainy 
day. Shedid. She put it in two stock- 
ings—silk. And they really did look 
lovely on Main Street yesterday.’’—Red 
Hen. 
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Murine—Through its Tonic effect, Stim- 
ulates Healthy Circulation in the Blood Supply 
Nourishing the Eye and thus Promotes Eye Health, 
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always ought to bring me the letters on a salver ?’’ 


New maid—‘' Yes’m, I knew all right, but I 


didn’t know you did.’’—London Opinion. 


“Try to Smile.’’ 


Should hard Juck come your way— 
Try to smile! 

To worry does not pay— 
Try to smile! 

The storm clouds of to-day 

May to-morrow pass away— 
Try to smile! 


If your business should go wrong— 
Try to smile! 

And ‘‘Failure’’ come along— 
Try to smile! 

Just strike a quicker pace, 

And you then may win the race— 
Try to smile! 


When you are feeling blue— 
Try to smile! 
Should others frown at you— 
Try to smile! 
It helps to smooth the road 
And lightens up the load 
When you smile! 
—Samuel O. Buckner, in Office and Field, 


The Rural Uplift.—‘‘Has your family 
been of much assistance to you in run- 
ning the place?’’ 

“I should say so!’’ replied Farmer 
Corntossel. ‘‘Food has been so high 
that the summer board season would 
have been a failure if it hadn’t been fur 
mother and our son Josh.”’ ° 

“They saved the expense of help?’’ 

“No, sir. But Josh is a right good 
hand in a poker game, an’ the way 
mother picked up bridge was somethin’ 
amazin’.’’— Washington Star. 


Not To Be Dreamed of.—Bang! Bang! 

He thought that the Germans were 
upon him, but he awoke to find that it 
was only the boots rapping at his door. 

“Well, what is it?’’ he grumbled. 
_“A telegram, sir,’’ replied the boots, 
in breathless tones. ‘‘Will you open the 
door, sir?’’ 

“Certainly not!’’ exclaimed Jones 
crossly. He was by no means anxious 
to leave his sheltering sheets. **Slip it 
under the door, my boy.’’ 

“I can’t do that, sir,’”’ replied the 

ts anxiously. ‘‘It’s on a tray.’’— 
Youth’s Companion. 





Eaters will find Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup the 
remedy for their children. 25c. a bottle. 


Mistress—‘‘ Oh, Mary, didn’t you know that you 


In answering 








Sanli R t : 


Dark glass gives protection against light. 
Schlitz is sold in brown bottles, to protect 
its purity from the brewery to your glass. 


The first Schlitz was brewed in a hut over 
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60 years ago. 





Now our agencies dot the earth. Our output 
exceeds a million barrels a year. 

If you knew what we know about beer, you 
would say, “Schlitz—Schlitz in Brown Bottles.” 


Order a case from your dealer today. 
See that crown or cork is branded ‘*Schlitu.”” 


, ply 
Th 
That Made Milwaukee Famous 



























Many Americans prefer beer 
in a light bottle. 

Most brewers follow the course of 
least resistance. 


Light starts decay even in pure beer. 








e Beer : 














10c. Judge’s Library 10c. 


September Number 
SOLD BY ALL NEWSDEALERS 



















advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 

























NO METAL TOUCHES THE SKIN 
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Cleni——“ BY JOVE, IT COSTS MORE TO GET DIVORCED THAN TO GET MARRIED! WHAT?’’ 
Lawyer—" WELL, 178 WORTH MORE, Isn't IT?"’— London Opinion. 


I's Medicinally 
PURE! 


ACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTE 


ForSaletverywhere 





again.”’— Pele Mele. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 











Pickings from Joe Miller. 










































The druggist danced and chortled tij 
the bottles jumped on the shelves, 

‘“‘What’s up?’’ asked the assistay 
dispenser. ‘“‘Have you been taking 
something?”’ 

‘**No,’’ gurgled the dope-distribute 
gleefully. ‘‘But do you remember whe, 
our water pipes were frozen last wip. 
ter?”’ 

“Yes; but what’’—— 

‘*Well, the plumber who fixed then 
has just come in to have a prescriptim 
made up.”’ 


The professor of elocution was jp. 
strueting an ambitious young man in th 
art of public speaking. 

‘*‘When you have finished your le. 
ture,’’ he said, ‘‘bow gracefully an 
leave the platform on tiptoe.”’ 

‘*Why on tiptoe?’’ queried the ambi. 
tious young man. 

**So as not to wake the audience,” 
replied the professor. 


He—‘‘Do you approve of dancing?” 

She—‘‘No.”’ 

He—‘‘Why not?’’ 

She—‘‘Why, it’s mere hugging set t 
music.”’ 

He—‘‘ Well, what is there about that 
you don’t like?’’ 

She—‘‘The music.”’ 


First youth—‘‘Scientists say that 
trees contribute to the heat of the at- 
mosphere. ’”’ 

Second youth—‘‘That’s so; a bir 
has warmed me many a time.”’ 


An Irish editor, in speaking of Ir. 
land and her woes, said, 

‘‘Her cup of misery has been for age 
overflowing, and is not yet full.’’ 


Summer Lids. 


We feel the chill 
Of evenings raw. 
Ere long we will 
Swat hats of straw. 
— Youngstown Telegram. 





A CIGAR-CLIPPER. : 
Jigsaw man—‘'What an abominable of 
this is! The momentI light it it goes @ 















If You Would Preserve Your Lustre’ 
Eyes, Use Murine Eye Tonic—A Favorite Toilt 
Luxury. Two Drops—No Smarting— Feels Got 
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“90D HEAVENS, MARIA ! 
m’s A BAD OMEN. SOMETHING UNLUCKY IS GOING 
HAPPEN TO ME.”—London Opinion. 


HE WAS A VEGETARIAN 
Philanthropist —"" Ex 


What's the bill ?”” 
Bung—" Eighteenpence.”’ te 
Philanthrepist —*’ What are the items ?” 
Bung—** Four beers and two cigars.'’—Sydney Bulletin. 





'ITIS THE AGING’ 
AND THE BLEND of 


Club Cocktails 


that have made them so popular 
here and abroad—so far ahead of 
any ‘““made-by-guess”’ cocktail you 
can get anywhere. 


A simple secret: fine old liquors 
blended in exact proportions and 
then further aged before shipment. 


There’s an indescribable mellow- 
ness to CLUB COCKTAILS; it 
is the aging and the blend. 


Manhattan, Martini and other 
standard blends, bottled, ready 
to serve through cracked ice. 


AT ALL DEALERS. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO.., Sole Props. 


Hartford 
New York 
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I’VE BROKEN THE GLASS— 
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I sent a poor starving devil down to 
you with a note this morning to tell you to give him a meal. 








FALLING LEAVES. 


What the World Wants. 


What the world wants is more smiles. 
Not the cheap, tailor-made, superficial, 
ghastly, thin-skinned, diplomatic grim- 
ace; but the good, wholesome, big- 
hearted smile that leaves no room to 
doubt its genuineness. 

That kind of a smile is always at a 
premium. They are deeply rooted, 
hence they draw nourishment from the 
innermost recesses of a warm heart, 
kept so by the reflected rays of the 
sunny countenance they light up. 

Smile in the street, in the office, in 
the workshop, in the kitchen, in the 
parlor, the schoolroom, the playground. 
Smile everywhere. 

Smiles are the sunshine that comes 
bursting through— 

Dispersing clouds, revealing heaven’s 
own blue. —J. W. Burgess. 


Advertise, Anyhow. —Merchant— 
‘*Well-——-er—the truth is, my business is 
hardly worth advertising.’’ 

Hustling ad solicitor—‘‘Then advertise 
it for sale.’’—Boston Transcript. 


An Infallible Sign.—‘‘ How do you know 
that your daughter’s music is improv- 


ing?’’ 
‘‘The neighbors are getting more 
friendly.’’—Houston Post. 


Well Named.— Wigg—‘‘ Henpeckke has 
bought a motor boat and named it after 
his wife.’’ 

Wagg—‘‘Can’t manage it, 
Philadelphia Record. 


eh?’’— 


Being a Farmer. 


The candidate, with solemn pride, 
Works half a day, 
And then is photographed beside 
A load of hay. 
—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Laid for the Bishop.—‘‘Look here, 
Dineh,’’ said Binks, as he opened a 
questionable egg at breakfast, ‘‘is this 
the freshest egg you can find? ”’ 

‘*Naw, suh,’’ replied Dinah. ‘‘We’ve 
done got a haff dozen laid diss mornin’, 
suh; but de bishop’s comin’ down hyar 
in September, suh, and we’s savin’ all 
de fresh aigs for him, suh.’’—Harper’s 
Weekly. 


A Clerical Bull.—Said an English cler- 
gyman: ‘‘Patriotism is the backbone of 
the British empire; and what we have 
to do is to train that backbone and bring 
it to the front.’’—Red Hen. 


Encouraging. 
‘**If I were your lips to kiss, 
Would you tell your ma, sweet miss?”’ 
‘*IT am not, sir,’’ answered she, 
‘A bureau of publicity.’’ 
‘ —Boston Transcript. 


Half and Half.—Customer—‘‘ How much 
for that suit of clothes, if I pay cash?’’ 

Tailor—‘‘Forty dollars.’’ 

Customer—‘‘How much on credit?’’ 

Tailor—‘‘Eighty dollars, half of it 
down.’’—Toledo Blade. 


Every lover of a good cocktail should call for 
Abbott’s Bitters. Makes the best. C. W. Abbott & 


Co., Baltimore, Md. 
In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 





Bottled at the 
brewery. Just 
about 100 per 
cent. perfect. 


For health’s sake have 
it in your home. 


“‘Always the same 
Good Old Blatz”’ 


Ask for it at the Club, Cafe 
or Buffet. Insist on Blatz. 
Corr d. invited direct. 








Tobacco Habit Banished 


DR. ELDERS’ TOBACCO BOON PANISHES all 
forms of Tobacco Habit in 72 to 120 hours. A posi- 
tive, quick and permanent relief. Easy to take. 
No craving for Tobacco after the first dose. One 
to three boxes for all ordinary cases. We guaran- 
tee results in every case or refund money. Send 
for our free booklet giving full information. 
Elders’ Sanatarium, Dept. 43 St. Joseph, Mo 
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IMPERIAL 


EXTRA DRY 
CHAMPAGNE 











NO METAL TOUCHES THE SKIN 





Pickings from Joe Miller. 
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The druggist danced and chortled ti § 2 

| the bottles jumped on the shelves, < 

‘“‘What’s up?”’ asked the assistan 

dispenser. ‘‘Have you been taking 
something?’’ 

‘*No,’’ gurgled the dope-distributor 


Flat Clasp 


‘AT THE BEST SHOPS- OR BY MAIL 


Double a 
| gleefully. But do you remember when 
PIO N E E R S 8) S PE N DE R CO. Grip aa wale pipes were frozen lent ) 
ter?”’ ‘es 
PHILADELPHIA . re ca 


It’s 


‘*Well, the plumber who fixed them 
has just come in to have a prescription 
made up.”’ 


The professor of elocution was ip. 
structing an ambitious young man in the 
art of public speaking. 

‘*When you have finished your lee. 
ture,’” he said, ‘‘bow gracefully and 

! leave the platform on tiptoe.’’ 

‘*Why on tiptoe?’’ queried the ambi- 
tious young man. 

*“*So as not to wake the audience,” | 
replied the professor. 


He—‘‘Do you approve of dancing?” 

She—‘‘No.’’ 

He—‘* Why not?’’ 

She—‘‘ Why, it’s mere hugging set to | 
music.”’ 

He—‘‘ Well, what is there about that 

you don’t like?’’ 

She—‘‘The music.’’ l 








First youth—‘‘Scientists say that 
trees contribute to the heat of the at- 
mosphere.’’ 

Second youth—‘‘That’s so; a birch 


has warmed me many a time.’”’ | = 
| 


An Irish editor, in speaking of Ire- | What 
land and her woes, said, | = 
‘*Her cup of misery has been for ages Bu 
overflowing, and is not yet full.” 








Clent-—“ BY JOVE, IT CosTS MORE TO GET DIVORCED THAN TO GET MARRIED! WHAT ‘”’ 
Lawyer—"“ WELL, IT’S WORTH MORE, ISN'T IT?’’— London Opinion. 
Summer Lids. | 


— . — — We feel the chill 





— ’ 
Of evenings raw. 
Ere long we will ( 
| Swat hats of straw. 
— Youngstown Telegram. 


PURE FOOD 
WHISKEY 





A CIGAR-CLIPPER. 
Jigsaw man—‘‘What an abominable «ig# 
| this is! The moment I light it it goes 
again.”’— Pele Mele. 





ForSaletverywhere 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 


If You Would Preserve Your Lustrous 
| Eyes, Use Murine Eye Tonic—A Favorite Toilet 
Luxury. Two Drops—No Smarting—Feels Go. 
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“¢00D HEAVENS, MARIA ! 
it’s A BAD OMEN. SOMETHING UNLUCKY IS GOING 
HAPPEN TO ME.”—London Opinion. 
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HE WAS A VEGETARIAN. 


Philanthropist—"* Er—-1 sent a poor starving devil down to 
you with a note this morning to tell you to give him a meal. 


What ’s the bill ?”” 
Bung—" Eighteenpence.” 
Philanthropist —"’ What are the items ?” 
Bung—“* Four beers and two cigars.’’—Sydney Bulletin. 


‘IT 1S THE AGING’ 
AND THE BLEND of 


Club Cocktails 


that have made them so popular 
here and abroad—so far ahead of 
any “made-by-guess” cocktail you 
can get anywhere. 


A simple secret: fine old liquors 
blended in exact proportions and 
then further aged before shipment. 


There’s an indescribable mellow- 
ness to CLUB COCKTAILS; it 
is the aging and the blend. 
Manhattan, Martini and other 
standard blends, bottled, ready 
to serve through cracked ice. 
AT ALL DEALERS. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props. 


Hartford 
New York 








I’VE BROKEN THE GLASS— 














FALLING LEAVES. 


What the World Wants. 


What the world wants is more smiles. 
Not the cheap, tailor-made, superficial, 
ghastly, thin-skinned, diplomatic grim- 
ace; but the good, wholesome, big- 
hearted smile that leaves no room to 
doubt its genuineness. 

That kind of a smile is always at a 
premium. They are deeply rooted, 
hence they draw nourishment from the 
innermost recesses of a warm heart, 
kept so by the reflected rays of the 
sunny countenance they light up. 

Smile in the street, in the office, in 
the workshop, in the kitchen, in the 
parlor, the schoolroom, the playground. 
Smile everywhere. 

Smiles are the sunshine that comes 
bursting through— 

Dispersing clouds, revealing heaven’s 
own blue. —J. W. Burgess. 


Advertise, Anyhow. — Merchant—. 


‘*Well-—er—the truth is, my business is 
hardly worth advertising.’’ 


Hustling ad solicitor—‘‘Then advertise 


it for sale.’’—Boston Transcript. 


An Infallible Sign.—‘‘ How do you know 
that your daughter’s music is improv- 
ing?’’ 

‘“‘The neighbors are getting more 
friendly.’’—Houston Post. 


Well Named.— Wigg—‘‘ Henpeckke has 
bought a motor boat and named it after 
his wife.”’ 

Wagg—‘‘Can’t manage it, 
Philadelphia Record. 


eh?”’— 


Being a Farmer. 


The candidate, with solemn pride, 
Works half a day, 
And then is photographed beside 
A load of hay. 
—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Laid for the Bishop.—‘‘Look here, 
Dineh,’’ said Binks, as he opened a 
questionable egg at breakfast, ‘‘is this 
the freshest egg you can find? ’’ 

‘Naw, suh,’’ replied Dinah. ‘‘We’ve 
done got a haff dozen laid diss mornin’, 
suh; but de bishop’s comin’ down hyar 
in September, suh, and we’s savin’ all 
de fresh aigs for him, suh.’’—Harper’s 
Weekly. 


A Clerical Bull.—Said an English cler- 
gyman: ‘‘Patriotism is the backbone of 
the British empire; and what we have 
to do is to train that backbone and bring 
it to the front.’’—Red Hen. 


Encouraging. 
‘‘If I were your lips to kiss, 
Would you tell your ma, sweet miss?’’ 
*“*T am not, sir,’’ answered she, 
‘A bureau of publicity.’’ 
—Bosion Transcript. 


Half and Half.—Customer—‘‘ How much 
for that suit of clothes, if I pay cash?’’ 

Tailor—‘‘ Forty dollars.’’ 

Customer—‘‘How much on credit?’’ 

Tailor—‘‘Eighty dollars, half of it 
down.’’—Toledo Blade. 


Every lover of a good cocktail should call for 
Abbott’s Bitters. Makes the best. C. W. Abbott & 
Co., Baltimore, Md. 
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Bottled at the 
brewery. Just 
about 100 per 
cent. perfect. 


For health’s sake have 
it in your home. 


““Always the same 
Good Old Blatz’’® 


Ask for it at the Club, Cafe 
or Buffet. Insist on Blatz. 
pond: invited direct. 








Tobacco Habit Banished 


DR. ELDERS’ TOBACCO BOON PANISHES all 
forms of Tobacco Habit in 72 to 120 hours. A posi- 
tive, quick and permanent relief. Easy to take. 
No craving for Tobacco after the first dose. One 
to three boxes for all ordinary cases. We guaran- 
tee results in every case or refund money. Send 
for our free booklet giving full information. 
Elders’ Sanatarium, Dept. 43 St. Joseph, Mo 
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EXTRA DRY 
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Served Everywhere 








In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 





oJ UDGE 





“KNOWLEDGE IS POWER.” 





PURSUING THE LEVIATHAN TO HIS LAIR—WHALERS OF THE NEW SCHOOL. 

















